in & fasultless row,
chair at the head
! - Time's up, You

‘lt_uit!"nndt.m“
ﬁk_amum&. >
on! for the night

k ahead is clear.”
» for the fireman bold,
‘the engineer.

Through' farm and forest we thunder

on,
.our llght shines far abead.
“Look! O deary, the 'bridge is

_ ﬂ:mn‘l’l be in the ghostly
And",.&lnm the river's bed!"
He drops the tools t

hat he sought to
o ;
L,

eyes grow wide with fear:
g& I:r.!e. iz the fire-
man, : .
In fhe srms of engineer.

| It's wiany a year since the night ex-

Mmmm down to the bay;
a man in & soldier's dress

md
.sprang to my quick caress
' the bridge was washed away.
Yot I dream. as the winter nights
grow cold,” »
Of the nights of an elder year,
When my four-year-old was the fire-
man bold,
And I wes the engineer.

LETTERS OF ACKNOWLEDGMENT

———

Mary A. Burrill, of Stafford
—I“thank vou many times for the nice
prize book you sent me, entitled, Miss
Pat at Scheol. I have stgrted to read
it and like it very much.

Kathering Inman, of Versailles—I re-
ceived the nice prize beook you sent
me entitled, The Campfire Girls on
the March. I think it ig 7 inter-
esting. I thank you very much for it.

Gladys Houls, of Staffora Springs—
I thank! you very much for the prize
book entftled, The Outdoor Chums. I
have read the book and found it very
interesting. f

Fiossie Meyer, of Taftville—I thank
you for the prize book you sent me.
I have read it and have loaned
it to one of my friends and she thinks
It is very Interesting.

Edward Moran, of Norwich—i thank
vou for my interesting prize book. 1
have read it ali through and will write

Josephine Bovoricka, of West Wil-
lngton—I thank you very- much for
the prize book you sent me, The Blue
Bird and Other Tales of France. I
like it very .much.

Emily Haopkins,

of Plainfield—I

4—Sarah Becker, of Norwich—Grace | Bc
| Harlowe’s Sop Year. .,

a—Lill M. : of Bast Nor-
pwwi?a——no > at Crow’s Cor-

'1.:_'.Vm . Norwlch—The
8—OClifford of Moosup—
r wm - in the ity
¥ 1 I.‘l.-

10 a. m. Thursday.

UNCLE-JED'S TALK TO WIDE-
T Awakes.

ars not. 1

It is a mistake for parents to hire
children to be good, and the super-
ficlal goodness displayed fc— holiday
purposes id not pralseworthy. Being
good to get anything is a bad habit
Everybody should be gopd and oblig-
ing. first because it i= the only right
thing to do, and second because it
makes life pleasanter for themselves
and others. :

It {8 wrong to think these immoral
actions on the part of little folks are
cunning or cute, and no ona can tell
how many children take their first
lessons in deception from their own
parents and,friends, who smile at
tricks. which in later lifa have be-
come a part oi *he charsczer of their

and give them pain.

Being good and doing good Yor good's
sake is the right principle: and it
isn't always easy, although it is al-
ways best. i

Instead of lookinp:ﬁr a2 lot of pres-
entg for yourself e, just see If you
haven't something you would like to
give some poor boy or girl or sick
child or neighbor for Christmas.

It is fine to cultivate a warm and
generous heart, and those who do
kindly acts without expectation or

much joy they have found in giving.
It is real pleasure to be able to Melp
somecne feel that life is more worth
living than they thought it was.
Do not try to be specially good for

Christmas time, buf strive to be good
all of the time,

S8TORIES WRITTEN BY WIDE-
AWAKES,

¥ A Vigit to' New York Parks.
While I was in New York city this
l.amth er, oit‘;mt to Central P It
e m mportant of New York's
pleasure grounds, In the very heart
of the city. It contains nine miles of
roads, 30 miles of footpaths
and elx miles of bridle roads. Ahout
half of the park is devoted to tress
shrubs and vines besides a consider-
able natural growth of timber.
The path is entered through a score
of gates and fifty ornamental bridges
and arches carry the roads and paths
over other roads or over the lakes.'
Conspicuous among the features of the
w are the Belvedere, an observa=
on the highest point of ground,
a promenade lined with six
rows of large among which stand
many statues of famous men. There
are two beautiful bronze fountains, the
Bethesda and the Terrace, Nearby in

The jingle of verse is l.tm“
g.hy dat thyming, a few Verses,
ut hardly any achieve postry.

I know & child ‘who, betwean the

l A CHILD POET I

most young children,

ages of seven and nine, wrote some.

fifty or sixty poems; and In these
poems is that rare thing in children's
. verse—-inspiration. "There is plenty of
doggerel; there is nonsense; there is,
inevitably, a certain amount 8f deriva-
tive verse; in sense of form and the
use of she rarely comes up to
Marjorie’s level: but in spite of her
innocence, In spite of her halting
verse and rather slipshod observationm,
genius shines out here and there as
daszzling and unmistakab!

: le as stars at | Then make grea -

e Gl That Spoke t6-Me” is the 3 e
: e to Me" is the A little later she

title of one of her earller poems, and | called “Time,” whlch?ovt:ﬂl ?zuom

- the cholce of title alone
of seven, amazing:

I wandered in the lonely wood

And looked about me; as I stood
:!u in a8 quist mood. 5
heard the it wind gently sigh,
heard the owl's falnt distant cry.
heard the gay stream rattle by.

is, In a child
I
T
p &
I

And as I gased it spoke to me,
rmnle!lluﬁlﬂum
nd of their land so rich and free.

e % ind 5

TRng,
And that on my will ever
_ thoughits

more S Tt WOl e
ek ant shever 2 e, o
T
&'«’:—n to "the of smoke.”
fined; " m ml"wnm"-. “The
g_mmlu een ;"
h be AN a sun,” or,

| The bird must die, the beast must die

§ e

distinguishes her verse that of

Pet rie, sh
loves to have her lltuai?k‘;}o b

The bird will peck, the beast will bite,
To do these they have a right;
But has a2 naughty little child

A right to drive her nursie Eud'."

But deeper things are always at her
thn; “l:ﬂ“tbls m:aﬁm' writhe

BV wi -
i : en, th the fol

However much they choose to 3
And death must come to me mﬁon——

Earth’s little life goes’on and on |
And p}ougps the flelds,of right and

Wrong; ‘

The Spring bird sings his happy
The floweret opes; then Spring is gone.
The streamil. ¥

-2 eﬁihu his merry play,

All brown and
When m:dmmﬁ
And things are restless with the breeze,
And so on earth's little year,
O m the dress the Seasons

We live because we' to 1
And fear because ws'nr.b:':‘to tu:..' ]

This, I think, is an amazing produc-
tion & child of eight; the easze and
- mmmusw%

i
a

i

depth and
well

sheer 1inspiration. They ocour in

" in which we have the ac

: and a fleecy

But in’ that snowy fleecy thing
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clothes, which was the way to show
grief in thosé days.
en Elisha heard about it he said

to
him well at once, for he thought him-
Elisha.

self greater than
He eaid: “"“Why did Efisha send me
to wash? Are not
the rivers Syrie as good as the
ones of Israel? And he turned away
in rage.

But Nsaman had wise servants who
at last persuaded him to dip himself
in the river Jordan seven times, and
his flesh came clean and he had lep-
rosy no longer. .

Naaman now called himeelf Elisha’

‘servant, whils before he thought him-

self much grander. He tried many
times to give Elisha rich presents, but
Eligha told him he did not cugp people
for money;- It was God who gave him
the power, and so he sent Naaman
Wome in peace.
MARY A. BURRILL, Age 13.
Swufford Springs.

e

A Thunder Storm.

It was a hot day in July. The sun's
rays were unmerciful as they poured
down upon the iittle town. It had not
rained for a long time. The grass was
growing brown and fiowera droo
their pretty heads for want of rain.
Everything seemed half asleep. The
birds flitted nolselessly from tree to
tree.

About 2 o’clock in the afternoon dark
clouds were seen in the sky. Darker
and darker they grew. A muffled rum-
bling and a rolling was heard in the
distance. It seemed as if the very
heavens would break asunder. Thor
must have been very angry, for never
before had there been such a rolling
and a rumbling. Now and then a flash
of lightning lit up the darkened sky,
followed by peals of thunder,

Suddenly it started to rain. Faster
and faster came the rain untll it seem-
ed as if it could rain no harder. Soom
little poeis of water were formed In
the streets. For one hour it poured.
and then abated, It soon stopped
raining.

The dark clouds soon passed away.

The birds started to twitter and the

flowers seemed glad, for they ralsed
their drooping heads.
A rainbow of the most beautiful

colors imaginable was seen stretching

across the sky, showing that through
all the centuries God had not forgotten
his promise to Noah; and so ended the

thunder ztor:’n. e
& . e 14
Taftville. e

The Boston Tea Party.

Betty was comng home from church,

I:gldmx her father's hand as she walk-

¥See that great ship in the
“Yes,” sald her father, “that
tea ship.” .

™

“But I thought we were not going
to drink any more tea? sald Bstty.
“"Mother says we must like raspberry
leaves since King George made us pay

cannot make us
the tax if we do not buy the tea, ul:t.l:
mother now,

& tax.”™
“King George

daughter. Run home to
and I will come by and by.

as she sat s the other room.
Suddenly the outer opened and an
Indian in war paint and feathers

er at last

it was in Boston in December,
many Yeans 8go.

“Oh, father!™ said the Httle maid.
is the

Betty looked at her mother, sxpect-
mwgn:o.mggm‘mhh mﬂm she

on s sew as if no one
had come in. Betty could not belleve

eyes,
id ‘they succeed ?" asked her moth-
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he knew wWrong to

| Old Grouch it was & sin to
and told him that it was lucky

he _-u._-_tn&- :

ke promised G be would
'not steal again and was soon on his
way home with a watermelon under
his ‘arm which Old Grouch had given
Jake told the village boys about it
and Ezra never heard the name

;
:
5

;

i
;
;

i
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i

other thinga. g
After dinner the old people sat
around the fireplace and told stories.
The young people played games and
danced around the fire.
All thie company went home late that
ai:lht. saying they had a very good
&,

u;:[AHON DEUTSCH, Age 11.

A Haunted House.

As 1 was driving my cows home one
night, 1 thought I would take a short
cnt through a fleld where slood a
house whidh people sald was haunted.
80 jumping over the fence I let my
cows !n and started across the field.

Az I passed this house [ noticed that
the door stood open. 1 left my cows
where they ntood eating sgrass and,
gaing up to the house, walked In.

The des=olateness of the place made
a chill go through me. The roof had
decayed and fallen in, the windows
were broken here and there, and the
foor and farnitore was worm-eaten.

I went upstairs, but.the rooms were
in the same conditipn. Ag I neared
one room set off from the others 1
heard the clanking of chaing, and the
groans of someone in pain,

On hearing this nolse I took to my
heels, and running out of the house I
gathered my cows together and started
homde. arriving there very much fright-
ened.

AGNES E. SCHREIER, Age 12

The Wild Cow.

When I was young and used to roam
around over the- courftry, gathering
watermelons in the light of the moon,
I used to think 1 could milk anybody's
cow, but I do pot think so now., 1
do not milk a cow any more unleas
the sign !s right, and it hasn't been
rvight for a good many years.

The last cow 1 tried to milk was
a common cow, born In obseurity: kind
of self-made cow. I remember her
brow was low, but she wore her tail
high and she was haughty, oh, so
haughty. [ made a commonplace re-
mark to her, ong that is used in the
very best of soclety, one that need
not have given offense anywhere. |
said: “So!"™ and she [“soed.”

Then I told her to “hist" and she
histed. But I thought she ovepdid it
She put too much expression in It

Just then ! heard something crash
Lhrough the window of the barn and
tall with a dull, ng thud on the
outside. The neighbors came to see
what it was that caused the nolse.

ting
I asked the neighbors If the barn
was still standing. They szid it was,
asked the

Then I cow ‘was in-
Jured much.
They sald gshe didn't seem to be.

HAZEL RUTH KING, Age 14.
Norwlich.

" The First Fall of Snow.

> One mn{nii;:; last week, as I :urtec}
or school began snowing. As
was walking along I met some of my
TR e e That R e
Vi .
The snow fell faster and thicker and
by the time we reached the school
&:;'mm was almost covered .with

sudden 'ml:
noise, like me the
mﬁmmmm frighten
it off. One of » stick
but it had ths oecu-
pant of the th decided to
Fﬁlam.' : 'M‘
:.mto where th nﬂn

@ Was com-
g-ma' » tolnu;
-'l'-nu:inl.u ‘mm
chap not over five years of age pos-

ii

i

b

puts
Then the squirrel
will caper until jt gets hold of

nuta when it will run off.
At one time mother used to wear a

ate the nuts would drop

shells on her head in fromt of

comb. Wasn't that cunning?
GERALDINE GAREAU, Age 9. -

Baltle.
A Shipwreewk.
Tt was pouring rain. and as the
children could not go out doors to

play, they stood by a window, looking
inty> the street. .

Grandfather, who was resting in his
easy chalr, heard “little Maurice say:

“When I am a man, I intend to be a
saflor.™

“A sailor,” repeated grandfather, “I
hope not my child, T hope not. It is a
very, very hard life. I know some
thing about it, for I went to sea, many
Years ago."” - -

“A story, a story!"™ cried the chil-
dren, and they ran across the room,
and pathered around the oid man.

“When I was Young,” grandfather
began, “I had to go to England on
business for my father, and as there
were not many steamers in those days,
I went In a salling vessel.

“We were at sea about a week when
a storm arose. The sky becanse dark,
the wind blew, and the waves were
higher than the sides of the vesssl It
was awful to see nothing but sky and
wates, and no s=hip in sight, and no
one néar to help us.

“For hours the storm kept on, and,
at last. when the masts were gone and
-the ship was filled with water, we got
into the small boats, and rowed off.
For three days we sajled about on
the lonely sea. not knowing whether
we would ever see land or home again:
but, at last we were picked up by a
vessel and carried into port.

"Change your mind, my son” said
grandfather, ag he patted Maurice on
the head. “Change ¥your mind, and
fi’rlm some other life than a sailor's

. ™

LORETTA H. PICHE, Age 12.

Norwich.

Fluffy White.

When I was seven years old I want-
ed a kitten very much and one day a
Httle gray kitten came to our house,
and ns as nc one seemed to own it I
thought I would keep it, so 1 named
it Flufty.

When it came to my house it was
tired and sleepy, so I gave it some
warm milk, but it was sick and soon
died. T missed my kitty very much,
#0 my brother got me a pure white
kitten, =0 1 named her Fluffy White.
Fluffy does many things. Bhe will =it
up like a rabbit and play with a ball
or a string. She will sit on the car-
pet sweeper and have ride
when mamma uses [t.

Fluffy sleeps on a little pillow in
the cellar by the furnace.

CAROLINE I BRITTIN, Age 0..

Norwich.

LETTERS TO UNCLE JED.

Gibbie's Firpt Day Out.

Gibtle was a strest waif without
a home. His home was the whole city.
Every street had been to him as an-
other hall in his own house, evary
lanoc as a from one room to
the ‘other. He never thought of ever
Teaving the city. One day he decided
to leave the city and go to the country.
He told no one of his leaving the city,
for he no friends to tell his
trouhbles to.

Soon after he left the city. He lefl
the city running all the way. For

& long

the first time In his life the father-
leas, motheriess, brotherless, slster-
less walf of the city. felf himself

The country people did not look
friendly as they were in his town. He
wag getting uncomfortable and when
re saw anyvone he would hide. His feet
were getting tired from his fast trot.
his hardened feet, soon knew the rif-
ference of the roads, in the city and
country.

All day the spring weather continu-
ed. The stn would shine for a few
minutes and then would go behind the
clouds. Snow Tell which melted In
& moment.

Gibhie was never afrald of the dark-
ness but this night he feared some-
thing. But before it got darker. he
at last found a place to stay over
night. He climbed over a gate, the
nearest hullding being an open shed,
not far from that was a dog house,
but the dog was absent. This house
was covered with straw. Gabble crept
in, got as much straw on him as he
could. and soon fell asleep.

In a few minutes he was awakened
by the dog’s conversation with a boy.

He chained the dog and left. Gabbie
thinking taht the dog would bite, start-
ed to bark and they made friends

bl o Aot Neaine the des
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Exact Copy of Wrapper.

GASTORIA

Thirty Years

restions for Christmas gifts are not
too jate and that some of the Wide-
Awakea will maka one of these pin-
cushions,

The little Japanese heads are cute
and a pretty cushion can guickly be
made in thiz way.

Secure a little Japanese doll. one-
balf yard of Dresden ribbon féur in-
ches wide, one-half yard of baby rib-
bon and a lttle cotton batting, bmn
or rice. Join the ribbon after cutting
off a two and one-half inch
Cover a pasteboard cirele with the
plece cut off. Gather each edge of the
ribobon, Then draw up one side of
the ribbon and sew It to the cirele.
After stuffing this draw up the other
gide and tie argund the doll's neck aft-
er which tle the narrow ribbon, mak-
ing a bow in the back.

All kinds of doll heads are used
for these cushions, Including Biill-
kins. Kewples, and even Charlie
Chaplin.

Pretty flower pincushions such as
roses and dalsles can be made of rib-
bon Inope Pincushlons can be made
to represent vegetables, or the¥ may
be made of velver in animal shapes.
Other pincushions are made in heart
and siipper shapes. All are  easily
made and are sultable for Christmas

gifts,
ALICE GORMAN, Age 12
Versailles.

Sewing Ache’s,

Dear Uncle Jed: There was once
a little girl named Jessie Brown. She
had been sewing a few minutes up-
on a pillow case for her doil's bed
when =he pointed her finger along the
weam pnd =aid:

“Am 1 to do all this, mother?™

Her mother sald., “That is not much
for a little girl, who has such a pret-
ty work-basket of her cwn."

After taking a few  more stitches
“My thumb s sore.” A
“Oh,

Jeasie sald,
1ittls while afterwards she said,
my hand iz so tired!”™

A few more stitches and this time the
compinint was, “Oh! Ia have a pain in
my side”

Very soon there was something
wrong with her foot; and then her
head began to ache.

Ax soon as the sewing was finished
she asked, “Now may I go out to
lay-"

. Her volce was 80 cheerful that ons
would hardly belleve it came from the
same prerson who had just . been
troubled with #o many ills.

“Shall T not first send for the doc-
tor " asked her mother.

“What! Have the ddctor come to
see me!" mald Jessie, with no little
surprise.

“Yen" said her mother, “A little

girl. who has a sore thumb. trouble
with her foot, a pain in her side. and
the headache, must be sick, and the
sooner we have the doctor the better™

“Why, mother! they were only sew-

ing aches, I am well enough now. 1
am not tired, or msick™ /
Do vou know of any lttle girl who

has so many paips and aches when
some work is given her to do?T
VERA MacINNESS, Age 11.
Norwich.

He Hunted Rabbits.

Dear Uncle Jed: I thought 1 would
write and tell you of my adventures
after a load of wood

First we hitched up two horses.
Then we went to a place called Mill
Pasture. We got a load there. Then
we came home and unloaded it

The next time we went to a forest
of white birches, It was an awful
rocky road. We had to go through a
ditch of mud and water. We passed
that place sucecessfully. The road aft-
er that was filled with the branches
of white birches. After a while we
reached our destination.

I sald 1 was going to hunt rnbbu;el

n!.
e

took a birch stick about three

long and started. | went from one

of brosh to another and didn’t 8nd

In‘?ﬂ:“ he I was with began to
en the men

load the team I started a rabbit. When

lowed me home and I brovght it In
the house and shoWwed it te my mother.
8be allowed me lo keep it and it has
become A wvery good pet I have
oamed it Fluff,
JOHN A. BURNS, Age 6.
Fitchville.

Should Behave in Schoel.

Deéar Unele Jed: The letters and
storfes in last Thursday’'s Circle were
very interesting and I am glad =so
many had a pleasant Thanksgiving.

1 read that one -Wide-Awaks was
not going to waste any time at school
and 1 hope he or she will fulfil their
promise.

The boy or girl who would be suc-
cessful in after-life must lay the foun.
dation of success in youth They
should be punctual in attendance at
school, thorough in study and good in
recitationa.

The student who seeks every nt:&or-
tunity to idle away his time in ing
sport and amusement for himself and
fellow-studsnts, will live to regret the
time he has thus wasted. The happy,
Joyous, laughing boy or girl shed hap-
piness wherever they go, if they are
careful to control their gayety, and al-
low jts flow in the proper place, and
Mot In the schooiroom and like piaces,
where riles forbid this.

The boy and girl at schoo] foretell
the future man or woman. Thosa who
are punctual. orderly and prompt. will
be so In after-life. Those who store
the mind in youth with Enowledge
that is wvaluable, will posssss that
which can never be lost, but will be
a means of procuring a lving. Energy
and perseverance will give them rep-
utation. Truthful, relinble and honest
youths will be trusted in a position
In after vears,

It requires offort to be a good scho-
inr, it evinces brain power to be a
Bood student.

The earnest, intelligent worker can
be sure of gaiMing victories, and ac-
complishing grander work.

We should all strive to keep the fol-
lowing rule: “Strive to keep the golden
rale, and learn your lessons well at
school.”

JESSIE L. BREHAUT.
East Norwich, N. Y.

The Story About a Celt.

Dear . Uncle Jed. When I first be-
gan to come to school some of the boys
were on the woodpile. As Mr. Dar-
ber's colt came up, one of the boys
paxsed him out a plece of cake |
went to run to the schoolhouse 1
stubbed my toe and fe!l down. The
colt began to run and he stepped on
my head.

My brother and another boy picked
me up and me into the school-
house., The colt did not have any
shoes om =0 it didn't hurt me very
much. My head swelled up quite bad-
Iy.

The teacher told Mr, Barber not to
let the colt come on the school grounds

any more.
CLIFFORD CONGDON, Age 12, »
Mousug.
» A Latter from Catherine.
‘" Dear Uncle Jed: 1 have been to

schocl all this year and the second
grade are going to have a new reading
Book this weelk.

I am in the second grade. T like to
go 1o school.

My baby sister's birthday [= next

week. Bhe was born two years ago
on Thanksgi day. Her name fis
Helena, She will not be three for a
jong timé,

My brotrher Henry i in the third
grade at s—hool

CATHERINE A. HOLDEN, Age 7.

South Windham,

A Pie-Crust Family.

Dear Uncle Jed: My mother had
some pDieg crust left and she let me
have it. 1 rolled it quite thin. Then
I cut it the shape of a gingerbread
mAn. -

I had enough .ple crust to make the
father, mother and her two little ba-
bies., After [ cut them in shape !
buttered them and greased the little
babies. They were crispy and nice.

ROSE EAGAN, Age §.

Willimsantic.




